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drive from the station to Wood Norton. I thought it would be a good
idea to drive with them.
So it happened with the greatest ease and no questions. My carriage
with a nice-looking horse fell in behind the Royal party, which filled
several carriages, and away we went cheered by groups of Worcester-
shire yokels through the great open gates of the Duke's country house.
The King of Spain was accompanied by many of his gentlemen, and the
detectives had no suspicion that I was not one of them. The Due
d'0r!6ans was waiting to receive his guests and afterwards one of his
own gentlemen showed us round the Chapel Royal. Workmen were
still busy hammering and sawing, and others were draping the chapel
with silken hangings spangled with golden fleurs-de-lys. I saw all I
wanted, and was able to write a very full account of my observations,
including portrait studies of Alfonso and other Bourbons who had
already arrived. One of them was a most astonishing-looking man from
Russia. He had a heavy figure in a long fur coat, and flat cheeks, much
rouged, fringed by a sandy-coloured beard. He wore many rings,
including one on his thumb, and after the wedding, next day, he became
very tight on champagne, which flowed like water, and did a little dance
in the courtyard.
Looking back on this episode of which I made use in my novel The
Street of Adventure, I am startled and slightly shocked by my own
temerity, not to say cool cheek, as a young journalist, in breaking into
Wood Norton against all orders. It does not seem in line with my own
character, which then was full of timidity, as shy as u fawn in ordinary
life, and by no means pushful But when a journalist is out on a "story"
he is spurred on by a kind of professional passion to get there at all
costs. I was pricked on by this goad. I acquired temporary boldness,
which led me into many scrapes for which I cursed myself afterwards.
I think my boyish enthusiasm for The Three Musketeers had something
to do with it. The lure of romantic adventure overcame my diffidence
now and then.
So I saw the marriage of Princess Louise of France with tier Bourbon
prince. Her face was very white beneath her bridal veil. She seemed to
have come from the France of the Valois to this village in Worcester-
shire. Many of those Bourbon princes belonged to the past and it was
all make-believe. Even Alfonso of Spain was soon to join them in their
gallery of ghosts, with only old memories of former power and the
Blood Royal, and the Ancien R&gime* Now they mean nothing.